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COLLIE       DOGS. 


THE  shepherd  has  left  his  flock  for  a 
time  in  charge  of  his  two  faithful 
dogs,  and  he  has  no  cause  to  fear 
that  any  harm  will  come  to  his  well-cared-for 
sheep  in  his  absence.  They  crop  the  short 
grass  in  peace  upon  the  breezy  hills,  watched 
by  the  trusty  dogs,  who  will  not  suffer  one  of 
them  to  stray  beyond  the  bounds  of  safety. 
See  the  brown  dog  with  his  ears  pricked  up 
and  an  anxious  look  in  his  fine  eye !  He 
seems  to  be  thinking  that  one  of  the  sheep 
wanders  a  little  too  far  from  the  rest ;  and  in 
a  moment  he  will  bound  away  over  the  green 
hill-side  to  drive  it  gently  back  again.  The 
black-and-white  collie  is  also  keeping  a  sharp 
look-out  over  the  sheep  feeding  below  him. 
He  has  curled  himself  round,  with  his  bushy 
tail  over  his  cold  nose,  as  if  about  to  enjoy  a 
little  nap.  But  his  wakeful,  watchful  eyes  are 
wide  open,  and  he  will  not  close  them  in  sleep 
till  his  master  returns. 

Collies    are    very   clever    creatures.      They 


seem  to  know  that  sheep  are  weak  and  silly, 
and  that  they  must  do  their  best  to  guard 
them  from  ill ;  so  when  left  in  charge  of  the 
flock,  they  will  not  allow  them  to  stray  near 
the  edges  of  cliffs,  lest  they  tumble  over  and 
hurt  themselves,  nor  to  go  out  of  sight  for  a 
moment. 

The  shepherd  is  very  happy  when  he  sits 
among  his  sheep  upon  a  sunny  hill-side  with 
his  dogs  beside  him.  Sometimes  he  takes  the 
Holy  Book  with  him  that  was  once  his  father's 
treasure,  and  perhaps  reads  from  it  the  words 
that  have  given  comfort  to  many  :  "  The  Lord 
is  my  shepherd ;  I  shall  not  want.  He  maketh 
me  to  lie  doAvn  in  green  pastures :  he  leadeth 
me  beside  the  still  waters."  Then  closing  the 
old  Bible,  he  fastens  the  clasp  again  with  a 
thoughtful  look.  Perhaps  he  is  thinking  of 
the  great  love  of  Jesus  the  Good  Shepherd, 
and  praying  that  wife,  children,  and  friends 
may  one  day  be  gathered  by  him  into  the 
sweet  fold  of  heaven. 
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SHEPHERD'S     DOG     IN     THE     SNO^V. 


How  sad  it  must  be  to  be  caught  in 
a  snow-storm  upon  the  hills  !  In 
a  few  moments  the  sky  is  dark 
with  clouds,  and  many  a  poor  traveller  has 
wandered  in  the  blinding  snow  and  sleet, 
benumbed  with  cold,  till  at  length,  tired  out 
with  trying  to  find  a  path  which  would  lead 
to  a  place  of  shelter,  he  has  sunk  down  in  de- 
spair and  slept  the  sleep  of  death  far  from 
friends  and  home.  Sometimes  a  poor  wandei'er 
has  been  saved  by  a  good  dog  that  has  been 
sent  to  seek  him,  with  a  bottle  hanging  to  its 
collar,  in  which  was  some  warm  cordial  to 
revive  the  traveller  if  faint.  And  the  weary 
man,  who  seemed  just  ready  to  perish,  has 
drunk  of  the  cordial  and  risen  with  new 
strength  to  follow  the  brave  dog  to  the  home 
of  the  kind  people  who  sent  it  to  his  help. 

When  a  snow-storm  rages,  the  shepherd  is 
very  anxious  to  get  all  his  sheep  safely  into 
the  fold  as  soon  as  possible ;  and  if  one  is 
missing,  he  bids  his  good  dog  go  at  once  to 
seek  it.  Despite  the  howling  wind  which  up- 
roots the  trees,  and  the  fury  of  the  tempest, 
the  faithful  creature  hurries  over  the  hills  on 
his  errand  of  mercy.  Perhaps  he  finds  the 
lost  sheep  lying  weak  and  helpless,  half  buried 
in  a  snow-drift.  How  he  scratches  away  till 
he  lias  removed  the  white  covering !      Then 


he  barks,  and  pushes  the  sheep,  and  even  gives 
it  now  and  then  a  slight  bite,  that  he  may 
make  it  rise,  and  that  he  may  drive  it  home 
before  him.  If  the  dog  does  not  succeed,  he 
will  run  back  to  his  master  and  ask  him  by 
signs  for  assistance,  which  will  soon  be  given, 
and  the  poor  sheep  brought  safely  home. 

The  shepherd  values  his  dogs  highly,  as 
well  he  may.  No  task  which  he  sets  them 
seems  too  hard  for  them  to  perform.  They 
watch  his  face,  and  even  before  he  speaks  they 
act  as  if  they  knew  what  he  was  going  to  say. 
Thus  we  cannot  wonder  that  when  a  sheep- 
dog dies  his  owner  should  sorrow  over  him  as 
if  he  had  lost  a  dear  friend.  He  cannot  for- 
get his  faithful  service  and  loving  ways,  and 
knows  not  how  he  shall  manage  his  flock  with- 
out him.  He  must  begin  at  once  to  train  a 
young  dog  to  tend  the  sheep ;  but  he  cannot 
help  feeling  it  will  never  quite  fill  the  j^lace  of 
the  valued  creature  he  has  lost. 

No  one  can  say  good-bye  to  a  true  friend 
without  a  feeling  of  sorrow,  even  though  that 
friend  be  only  a  jDoor  dog.  And  if  the  shep- 
herd drops  a  tear  or  two  over  the  faithful 
creature  lying  cold  and  dead,  he  need  not  be 
ashamed  of  his  grief  Hard  indeed  must  be 
the  heart  which  is  not  sad  at  the  loss  of  a 
trusty  dog. 
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WHAT  a  noble  dog  !  No  wonder  that 
the  children  of  the  house  where  he 
lives  are  fond  and  proud  of  him,  for 
Dash  is  as  gentle  as  he  is  strong.  Sometimes 
the  baby  pulls  his  wavy  coat,  and  even  puts 
her  fat  finger  into  his  soft  brown  eye ;  but 
though  Dash  feels  the  pain,  he  never  grows 
angry  enough  even  to  show  his  white  teeth  at 
her.  He  seems  to  think,  "  She  is  only  a  baby, 
and  does  not  know  how  she  hurts  me ;  and  it 
would  be  mean  indeed  to  harm  a  sweet  and 
helpless  infant." 

Dash  is  very  fond  of  a  swim  in  the  sea,  so 
the  children  love  to  take  him  for  a  walk  on  the 
beach  and  see  him  plunge  into  the  waves  after 
the  sticks  they  throw  in  the  water.  He  is  not 
afraid  of  a  cold  bath  in  the  wliite  foam,  for  he 
comes  fresh  and  clean  out  of  the  surf,  and  the 
children  laugh  and  run  away  from  the  water 
which  he  shakes  out  of  his  curly  coat.  He 
was  never  known  to  stand  shivering  on  the 
wet  stones  on  the  beach,  looking  at  the  waves 
as  if  he  thought,  "  The  water  must  be  very 
cold  to-day,  I  dare  not  plunge  into  it."  No  ; 
in  he  goes,  summer  or  winter,  and  always 
seems  the  better  for  his  bath.  Dash  seems  to 
know  what  some  boys  and  girls  forget — that 


the   freqtient   use  of  pure  water  keeps  both 
children  and  dogs  healthy. 

Noble  Dash  has  a  kind  master,  who  values 
his  faithful  dog,  and  who  would  not  part  with 
him  for  a  pile  of  silver  and  gold.  He  never 
forgets  the  day  when  his  fair -haired  little 
Mary  was  washed  by  a  big  wave  into  the  sea 
as  she  ran  towards  her  ball,  which  Tom  had 
thrown  into  the  tide.  Dash  at  the  time  was 
lying  as  if  asleep  on  a  heap  of  sea-weed  a  short 
distance  off.  At  the  cry  of  Mary's  nurse  he 
bounded  away,  and  in  a  moment  was  battling 
in  the  midst  of  the  waves.  He  soon  had  little 
Mary's  dress  held  fast  in  the  grip  of  his  strong 
teeth,  and  swam  bravely  with  her  ashore. 
Good  dog !  who  could  repay  him  for  such  a 
noble  deed  1  Mary's  father  and  mother  patted 
and  praised  him,  and  nurse  and  the  children 
cried  over  him  and  hugged  him,  all  dripping 
as  he  was  from  the  salt  sea ;  and  that  night, 
when  little  Mary  was  warmly  asleep  in  her 
bed,  and  the  household  met  together  at  the 
hour  of  evening  prayer,  no  one  was  surprised 
that  Mary's  father  thanked  God  that  he  had 
made  so  noble  a  dumb  creature  as  faithful 
Dash,  who  had  saved  the  life  of  his  darling 
child. 


CHILDREN     WITH     RABBITS. 


IT  is  very  sad  when  a  poor  rabbit  is  hungry, 
and  scratches  at  the  door  of  its  hutch,  and 
even  gnaws  the  bars,  because  a  boy  or  a 
girl  forgets  to  bring  it  food.  Poor  thing!  per- 
haps it  can  see  a  heap  of  new-mo^vn  grass  in 
the  yard,  and  smell  the  sweet  scent  of  the  cut 
clover,  but  no  one  gives  it  a  handful  for  its 
supper.     Alas  !  to  forget  is  to  be  cruel. 

It  is  not  so  wdth  the  pretty  rabbits  in  the 
picture.  See  how  fat  and  sleek  they  are ! 
The  kind  boy  and  the  dear  little  girl  with  the 
curly  hair  not  only  love  to  nurse  their  tame 
pets,  but  to  feed  them.  Every  moz'ning  and 
every  night  they  carry  them  fresh  food ;  and 
on  fine  summer  evenings,  when  the  red  sky 
glows  with  clouds  of  purple  and  gold,  they  let 
the  rabbits  have  a  nice  run  in  the  yard  before 
they  bid  them  good-night.  Then  the  pretty 
creatures  skip  and  frisk  about  with  joy,  and 
the  children  laugh  to  see  what  bounds  they 
make  in  the  air. 

A  little  dog  with  long  soft  ears  always  fol- 
lows his  young  master  into  the  yard  where  the 
rabbits  live,  but  he  never  offers  to  harm  one  of 
them.  Sometimes  they  come  quite  close  to 
him,  and  even  smell  his  cold,  black  nose,  but 


he  does  not  mind  it.  Most  dogs  dislike  rabbits 
so  much  that  they  snap  at  them  or  even  kill 
them  if  they  come  near  ;  but  Carlo  is  too  well 
trained  to  do  anything  unkind  or  cruel.  When 
he  was  quite  a  puppy  he  was  taught  that  he 
must  often  give  up  his  own  way  and  always 
obey.  And  Carlo  learned  the  lesson  so  well 
that  he  does  not  forget  it  now  he  is  older. 

And  if  little  children  would  grow  up  good 
and  loved  and  happy,  they  must  learn,  hke  the 
soft-eared  dog,  to  do  as  they  are  told.  It  is 
not  a  nice  sight  to  see  boys  and  girls  pouting 
and  crying  because  they  cannot  always  have 
the  things  they  wish.  We  once  felt  sorry  to 
see  a  rosy-cheeked  child  with  his  mouth  full 
of  sweetmeats  wonying  his  mother  for  more. 
She  looked  very  pale  and  ill,  as  if  she  could 
scarcely  bear  the  noise  he  made  ;  but  wdien  she 
told  him  more  would  make  him  sick,  he  cried 
with  passion.  Now  Cai-lo  would  like  a  race 
round  the  yard  after  the  young  rabbits,  who 
eat  their  supper  in  peace  on  the  low  table 
under  which  he  Lies  ;  but  he  does  not  do  what 
he  likes,  because,  though  he  is  only  a  dog,  he 
has  learned  to  obey.  And  should  a  dog  behave 
better  than  a  child  ? 


DIGNITY    AND     IMPUDENCE. 


WHAT  a  bold  little  terrier !  He  is  not 
at  all  afraid  of  the  large  hound  with 
the  smooth,  drooping  ears  and  the 
big  paws,  soft  as  silk,  hanging  over  the  front 
of  the  kennel.  He  cannot  be  afraid,  for  he 
has  pushed  his  small  self  into  the  kennel  beside 
him  ;  and  there  he  sits,  quite  at  home. 

The  great  hound  could  kill  the  small  terrier 
with  one  snap  of  his  big  jaws ;  but  he  is  too 
noble  and  kind  to  harm  a  little  creature  that 
trusts  him  so  well  that  he  even  ventures  to  sit 
beside  him.  Besides,  he  may  be  glad  of  the 
little  dog's  company,  for  he  has  a  heavy  chain 
hanging  to  the  collar  on  his  neck,  and  so  he 
cannot  enjoy  freedom  and  race  about  the  fields, 
and  hunt  for  rats,  like  the  rough  terrier.  It 
is  dull  work  just  to  go  only  as  far  as  a  chain 


permits,  and  the  visit  of  even  a  small  friend 
may  be  cheering. 

Many  a  man  shut  up  in  a  gloomy  prison  has 
welcomed  the  coming  of  a  bright-eyed  mouse 
from  its  hole  in  his  cell  to  help  him  to  while 
away  the  weary  hours.  How  glad  he  has  felt 
to  see  the  little  creature  appear  in  the  corner 
to  eat  the  crumbs  of  bread  he  scattered  for  it 
on  the  floor  after  his  naeal.  And  the  hand- 
some hound  perhaps  would  feel  very  dull  if 
the  sharp  terrier  ceased  to  come  to  his  big 
kennel,  though  the  playful  little  creature  might 
tease  him  at  times  by  biting  liis  long  ears  in 
fun  and  impudence.  A  great  dog  seldom 
harms  a  smaller  one,  just  as  a  big  boy  with 
proper  feeling  would  never  thrash  a  little 
boy. 


SUSPENSE. 


WHY  does  that  fine  hound  sit  so  still, 
watching  at  the  closed  door  ?  He 
seems  to  be  waiting  for  his  master ; 
and  he  has  an  anxious  look  in  his  eyes,  as  if  he 
feared  some  harm  had  come  to  liim.  How  he 
listens,  that  he  may  catch  the  first  far-off  sound 
of  his  master's  step  !  We  trust  he  may  soon 
hear  the  firm,  well-known  tread  in  the  hall — 
that  the  closed  door  may  open,  and  with  deep 
bark  he  may  welcome  his  master  home.  If  he 
does  not  return,  the  noble  dog  will  perhaj^s  die 
of  grief 

Many  a  good  dog  has  pined  to  death  through 
the  loss  of  its  master  ;  and  we  once  heard  of  a 
faithful  creature  which  died  of  joy  at  his 
owner's  return  after  a  long  absence.  Like 
the  fine  hound  in  the  picture,  he  patiently 
watched  and  waited  to  hear  the  glad  sound  of 
the  footstep  he  knew  so  well.  Day  after  day 
and  week  after  week  he  sat  on  the  top  of  the 
flight  of  steps  that  led  down  to  the  garden 
gate,  looking  down  the  road  by  which  his 
master  went,  to  catch  the  first  glimpse  of  him 
returning  home.  Months  passed  away,  and 
still  the  dog  watched  and  waited ;  but  the 
master  did  not  come.  One  morning  the  post- 
man brought  a  letter,  and  the  glad  news  rang 
throusfh  the  house  that  he  would  return  that 


day.  The  dog  seemed  to  guess  what  the  joy 
of  the  household  meant,  and  was  the  first  to 
greet  his  master  when  he  drove  up  to  the 
door.  He  leaped  high  in  the  air  to  hck  liis 
owner's  face  and  hands,  and  cried  aloud  for 
gladness.  But,  alas  !  both  the  leaping  and  the 
crying  were  soon  at  an  end.  The  faithful  dog's 
joy  was  too  great  for  him  to  bear,  and  he 
dropped  dead  at  his  master's  feet. 

When  we  read  of  such  love  as  this,  felt  by  a 
poor  dog  for  a  human  being,  how  strange  it 
seems  that  brothers  and  sisters  should  some- 
times show  less  love  for  each  other  than  dumb 
creatures  for  man !  Shall  a  dog,  that  knows 
so  Httle,  be  so  full  of  love  and  kindness  as  to 
die  of  joy,  and  shall  boys  and  girls,  who  have 
been  taught  so  much,  live  to  fall  out  mth  each 
other  and  to  give  pain  ?  Oh,  how  can  they 
love  each  other  as  they  ought  when  they 
quarrel  sadly?  How  often  a  poor  nurse  gets 
a  bad  headache  because  Uttle  children  cry  and 
scream,  and  snatch  each  other's  toys,  and  will 
not  be  good !  The  nursery  should  be  a 
place  of  peace  and  love,  a  place  of  sweet 
smiles  and  happy  looks  and  blooming  faces ; 
but,  alas!  it  is  often  a  place  of  tears  and 
strife  instead.  "  Little  children,  love  one 
another." 


DASH,     HECTOR,     NERO,     AND     LORY. 


WE  once  knew  a  little  boy  whose 
parents  gave  him  some  beautiful 
gold-fish  for  a  birth-day  present. 
He  was  very  pleased  with  them,  and  loved  to 
feed  them  and  to  watch  their  graceful  move- 
ments as  they  swam  about  in  the  clear  water 
in  their  bowl  of  glass.  But  one  day  the  boy's 
face  seemed  to  have  lost  its  happy  look,  and 
we  asked  him  if  he  had  ceased  to  care  for 
the  pretty  gold-fish  of  which  he  was  once  so 
fond.  He  answered,  "No;"  but  said  he 
often  wished  he  had  "  something  he  could 
stroke."  He  was  very  happy  when  we  told 
him  he  should  have  a  tame  mouse  which 
allowed  a  child  to  coax  it,  and  went  away 
with  a  bright  smile  to  ask  his  parents'  leave 
to  take  it  home. 

We  did  not  wonder  at  the  wish  of  the  little 
boy  to  have  "  something  to  stroke,"  for  all 
kind  children  have  the  same  desire.  Whether 
the  pet  be  a  pony  or  a  donkey,  a  cat  or  a  dog, 
it  must  be  stroked  whenever  the  boy  or  girl 
comes  near  it.  We  have  seen  a  small  ragged 
child  sitting  in  a  gutter  stroking  a  very  dirty 
tame  goose ;  and  we  have  also  heard  that  our 
good  Queen  was  once  fond  of  stroking  those 
handsome  dogs,  named  Dash,  Hector,  and 
Nero,  which  you  see  in  the  picture.  Those 
dogs    were    well    cared   for,    and   were    never 


hungry  like  some  poor  animals ;  and  how 
often  they  must  have  wagged  their  tails  and 
tried  to  lick  our  Queen's  soft  hand  when  she 
stroked  their  smooth  heads  and  patted  their 
backs  and  said,  "  Good  dog  !" 

Doubtless  she  stroked  the  bright  plumage 
of  the  pretty  lory,  or  parrot,  also.  It  was  a 
very  tame  bird,  and  she  petted  it  greatly,  for 
it  was  a  present  to  her  from  one  she  loved 
very  dearly.  She  cared  for  it  so  much  that 
she  had  its  likeness  painted ;  and  the  picture 
hangs  in  one  of  her  palace-homes. 

Birds  often  enjoy  the  feeling  of  having  their 
feathers  smoothed  down  by  children's  light 
hands.  Tame  pigeons  or  doves  sit  very  still 
to  be  gently  stroked ;  and  we  have  seen  a 
large  fat  hen  standing  quietly  on  a  log  of 
wood  beside  a  lady  who  softly  stroked  its 
smooth  brown  back. 

And  what  parent  does  not  delight  to  place 
a  loving  hand  on  the  head  of  a  dear,  obedient 
child  and  smooth  his  shining  hair  1  And  what 
good  child,  when  he  feels  the  kind  hand's  pres- 
sure, does  not  pity  the  poor  boys  and  girls 
who  have  no  fathers  and  mothers  to  show  them 
this  token  of  love  1  If  a  child  has  no  one  to 
love  him,  he  should  have  something  to  love. 
So  it  will  be  well  if  he  can  keep  "  something 
to  stroke." 


RETURN     FROM     THE     WARREN. 


DID  you  ever  visit  a  rabbit-warren  1 
It  is  often  a  sandy  heath,  where 
numbers  of  wild  rabbits  live  in  holes 
in  the  ground.  They  lie  asleep  in  these  holes 
during  the  day ;  but  when  the  red  sun  goes 
down  in  the  west,  and  the  silver  moon  sheds 
her  soft  light  upon  the  earth,  the  rabbits  wake 
up  and  come  forth  to  enjoy  themselves.  If 
you  stand  quietly  a  little  distance  off,  you  will 
catch  sight  of  their  white  tails  as  they  frisk  by 
hundreds  among  the  ferns  and  heather.  Some 
are  cropping  the  soft  gi-ass,  and  some  standing 
on  their  hind  legs  to  nibble  the  tender  shoots 
of  the  fiirze-bushes.  Others  skip  and  run  in 
the  moonlight,  and  lie  down  panting  for  breath 
after  the  leaping  and  racing.  Look  where 
you  will,  the  whole  warren  seems  to  teem  with 
hajipy  life. 

Rabbits  are  very  timid.  The  least  noise 
alarms  them,  and  if  you  were  only  to  clap 
your  hands,  they  would  all  be  down  in  their 
holes  under  ground  in  a  moment.  Pretty  and 
bright-eyed  as  they  are,  the  farmer  does  not 
like  them,  because  they  will  not  always  stay 
among  the  ferns  and  furze-bushes,  but  wander 
into  his  fields,  when  he  is  fast  asleep,  to  eat 
the  newly-springing  com.  He  was  pleased  to 
see  it  growing  so  nicely,  and  is  grieved  that 
the  tender  blades  should  be  eaten  off.  And 
it  vexes  him  that  the  rabbits  should  also  steal 
at  night  into  his  well-kept  garden,  and   not 


only  devour  his  lettuces,  but  even  munch  away 
at  his  wife's  i^inks  and  carnations,  which  were 
just  about  to  open  their  sweet  blossoms.  So 
the  farmer  makes  war  with  the  frisking  rabbits 
that  do  him  mischief,  and  destroys  as  many 
as  he  can  catch. 

And  yet  we  feel  sorry  they  must  die,  and 
more  sony  still  that  there  are  young  people 
who  think  it  good  sport  to  hunt  them  out  of 
their  holes  ^vith  feiTets  and  dogs. 

See  that  nice-looking  boy  on  the  jDretty  pony 
in  the  picture.  He  has  been  with  his  clever 
dogs  to  a  warren  to  kill  as  many  rabbits  as  he 
could,  and  he  seems  well  pleased  that  four  hang 
dead  across  his  saddle  behind  him.  The  dogs 
are  pleased  also,  and  wag  their  tails  when 
their  young  master  praises  them  for  what 
they  have  done. 

Of  course  the  rabbits  must  be  killed,  as 
they  are  good  food  for  man,  and  the  land  would 
be  overrun  with  them  if  they  were  not  de- 
stroyed ;  still  we  cannot  but  regret  that  put- 
ting them  to  death  shoidd  give  delight  rather 
than  pain.  Dogs  know  no  better  than  to  take 
pleasure  in  worrying  and  killing  the  funy 
creatures  that  cannot  defend  themselves ;  but 
kind-hearted  children  -will  never  enjoy  such 
cruel  sport.  They  would  say,  "  You  tell  us 
the  poor  rabbits  must  be  destroyed  ;  but  we 
have  watched  them  frisking  for  joy  in  the  twi- 
lig-ht,  and  we  would  rather  not  see  them  die." 


T.  Nelson  and  Sons' 

Jfabomik  picturt  ^oohs  for  Chilbren. 


The  Sixpemy  Series. 


.(^ 


"«7lTH     5BARGE    "^I^LLUSTRATIONS     BY    ^EMINENT    MrTISTS 


BEAUTIFULLY    PRINTED    IN    COLOURS. 


1.  RETURN   FROM  THK  ■WARREN.     Pictures 

by  Landseer. 

2.  CHILDREN    AND    RABBITS.        Pictures   by 

Landseer. 

3.  DUKE    OF    SUTHERLAND'S     CHILDREN. 

Pictures  by  Landseer. 

4.  BEAUTY'S    BATH.     Pictures  by  Landseer. 

5.  GULLIVER   IN    LILLIPUT. 

6.  GULLIVER    IN    BROBDINGNAG. 

7.  JACK    THE    GIANT-KILLER. 

8.  OLD    MOTHER    HUBBARD. 

9.  THE    LIFE    OF   OUR   LORD. 

10.  THE  STORY  OF  THE  PROPHET  DANIEL. 

11.  THE       STORY      OF      JOSEPH      AND      HIS 

BRETHREN. 

12.  THE    STORY   OF  QUEEN    ESTHER. 

13.  THE   STORY   OF  RUTH. 

14.  THE   STORY   OF  KING   SOLOMON. 

15.  THE    STORY   OF  MOSES. 

16.  THE   STORY  OF  KING    DAVID. 

17.  HOME    KINDNESS. 


18.  THE    BABES    IN    THE    WOOD. 

19.  TOM    THUMB. 

20.  SUNNY    DAYS    AND    CHILDREN'S    WAYS. 

21.  ROBINSON    CRUSOE. 

22.  THE    CLEVER    CATS. 

23.  NURSERY   RHYME'S.— Tlae  Little  Man. 

24.  NURSERY   RHYMES.— See-Saw. 

25.  THE   THREE   GOOD   FRIENDS. 

26.  LITTLE    RED    RIDING-HOOD. 

27.  NURSERY   RHYMES.— Hey  Diddle-Diddle. 

28.  NURSERY   RHYMES.— Queen  of  Hearts. 

29.  THE    THREE    LITTLE    KITTENS. 

30.  THE    THREE    WHITE    KITTENS. 

31.  PUSSIES    AT    MISCHIEF. 

32.  FOUR-FOOTED  FRIENDS  &.  FAVOURITES. 

33.  ALPHABET   OF   BEASTS. 

34.  ALPHABET   OF   BIRDS. 

35.  SCRIPTURE   PICTURE    ALPHABET. 

36.  NATIONS   OF   THE   WORLD   ALPHABET. 

37.  OBJECT   LESSON    ALPHABET. 


***     Nos.   I   to   xd  of  above  Series  to  be  had  Mounted  on  Linen.      Price   is.  each. 


The  Shillmg  Series. 


Beautifully  Printed  in  Colours  in  the  highest  Style  of  the  Art. 


1.  STORY   OF    ALFRED    THE    GREAT. 

2.  STORY   OF   KING   ROBERT   THE    BRUCE. 

3.  STORY  OF  EDWARD  tlie  BLACK  PRINCE. 

4.  STORY    OF    COLUMBUS. 

5.  BIRDS    AND    THEIR    NESTS.       Designs    by 

Giacomelli. 

6.  BIRD   PICTURES.     Designs  by  Giacomelli. 

7.  ANIMALS    AND    BIRDS   OF    THE    BIBLE. 


8.  NO  PLACE  LIKE  HOME.     Pictures  by  Land- 

seer. 

9.  THE  SHEPHERD'S  DOG.     Pictures  by  Land- 

seer. 

10.  NURSERY    RHYMES.     Series  A. 

11.  NURSERY   RHYMES.     Series  B. 

12.  NEW  PICTURE  ALPHABET  of  FLOWERS. 

]nth   Outlines  of  ihr  Pictiircs  for  Hninl  Colouring. 
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